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CHAPTER XIV—Continued,

She caught her breath sharply—
Wwhether with dismay or mere surprise
at his frankness he couldn't tell,

“Are ghe demanded quickly

“A erook—and all that? Miss Ban-
non, you know it1"

“The Lone Wolf?"

“You've known it all along

bihan told you—or else

von "

Da Mor-
your father
Or it may be yoti were shrewd enough |
to guess it from De Morbiban's gns-|
conading at the table. At all events,

it's piain enough to me that nothing |
but desire to secure proof of my iden

tity with the Lone Wolf took you m:
my room last night—whether your
parsonal satiefaction or st the insti-
gution of Bannon—and that nothing |
leas than vour own disgust with what
was going on actuated you to run

away from such intolerable associa-
tiona, Though, at that, I don’t belleve
vou even guessed how unspeakably

vicioua they were!"

He paused and waited. anticipating
furions denlal or attempt at refuia-
tion: such would, indeed, have been
the Jogical development of the temper
in which she had descended to com-|
front him.

Rathier than this, she seamed calmed
anid sobered by his charge; far from |
resenting It, she appenred disposed
to concede [ta falrness; anger desdrted
her expression, leaving 1t intent and

grave. She came quistly into the room
and faced him squarely across the
table,

“You thought that i1l of me—that 1
wns capable of spying omn you—yet
wore generons enough to belisve I
despised myself for doing 1t?”

“Not at first. Al first. after we had
met back there in the corridor, I was
convinead von wera bent on fur‘thnr[
apying. Not till within this hour. sinece |
wuking up, did 1 begin to understand
how impossible it would be for you to
lend yvoursel! to such villainy as was |
at work last night"

*But if you thought that of me then,
why did you—"

“1 ecan't tell yon," he said slowly—
“1 don't know why. I can only presume
it must be because—I can't help be-
leving n youn."

Her glance wavered, her color deep-
ened. “1 don't understand—" she
murmured.

“Nor 1," he confessed in a tone as
low.

A sudden grumble from the teakettle
on the table between them provided
weleome distraction. Lanyard 1ifted
1t off and slowly poursd the bolling
water on a measure of tea in an earth-
anware pot.

“A oup of this and something to
aat’ll do us no harm,” he ventured,
smillng unessily—"especially if we're
to pursue our psychological inquiry
into the whereforeness of the human
fendency to change one's mind!"™

CHAPTER XV.
Confessional,

When the girl made no response, but
remained with troubled gaze focused
on some remote abstraction. “You will
have tea, won't you?" Lanyard urged.

She recalled her thoughts, nodded
with the falntost of smiles—"Yes,
thank you"—and drapped into a chair,

He began at onee to make talk in an

stood between them like an unseen
mlien presence: "You must ba very
hungry."”

"I am,” she assented,

“Sorry I've nothing better to offer
wou, I'd have run out for something
‘more substantial, only—"

“I"'ve boen awake saveral hours,” she
interposed—"found myself locked in,
‘and heard no sound to Indicate that
you were still here.”

“T'm sorry; 1 was overtired and slept
Tike a log, Bul assuming the case:
wvou would have gone out alone, penni-
‘m_._”'

She nodded.
that?"

“In desperation you might have been
dorced to return—"

“And report the outcome of my In-
rveatigation!”

“Pressure might have been brought
o bear upon you to induoe admissions
~dsmaging to me,” Lanynrd submitted
pleasantly, “Whether or no, you'd
ihave been obliged to renew nssocia-

you're wall rid of.”
~ “You teel suro of that?”
| “Quite sure.”
“How ol you be!" gho challenged.

“True, But what of

"Yi ﬂ":ﬂtoknwmmmﬁm'.

. “But perhaps I know the nssooia-
. better. In polnt of faet, 1 do.

| say

o

T T T TrTTyTYYrrryrTrYrrYwT YTy

A

o

THE LONE WOLF

B MR | PO PO ST ETRIT |

By LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE

(Copyright by Luouis Josepll Vanee.)

l

el s e i B B

o Pl A B

AR A e a a s e
VWYY

play the spy last night, Miss Bannon—
you couldn't keep It uvp. You ran
away to escape further contamination
from that pack of jackals.”

“Not—ryou feel sure—merely to Keep
you tnder observation™

“l1 do feel sure of that
word for it

The girl deliberataly finished her
tea and sat back, regarding him stead
ily beneath level brows, Then she

I have your

»{ said with an odd laugh: “You bave | have done nothing if I had known. But

your own way
honor!™

“l don't need to—with you."

She analyzed this with gathering
porplexity. “What do you méean by
that?"

“I mean | don't need to put You on
your honor—hecause 'm sure of you,
But even if 1 were not, still I'd refrain
from exacting any pledge, or attempt-
ing to.” He paused and shrugged be-
fore continuing. “If 1 thought you were
atill to be distrusted, Miss Bannon, 1'd
‘There's a free door; go when
hack to the Pack, turn In
vour report, and let them act as they
sea fit.” Do you think 1 care for them?
Do you imegine for one instant that 1
fear any one—or all—of that gang?”

If e might read her countonance, it
expressed more than anything else dis
tress and disappointment.

“Why do you boast like this—to
me?"

“Less through self-satiefaction than
through contempt for a piack of mur-
dorous mongrels—Impatience that 1
have to consider such créstures as
Popinot, Waertheimer, De Morbihan,
and—all that crew!”

“And Bannon.” she corrected caltn-
ly—"you meant to say!"

"Well—" he stammered, discounte-
nanced.

“It doesn't matter,” she assuraed him.
*I quite understand, and strange as it
may sound, U've very little feeling in
the matter” And then she acknowl-
odged his stupefied gtare with a weary
little smila. “1 know what 1 know,"
ghe nffirmed with obscure significance.

‘1'd give a good deal to know how
much you know,” he muttered in his
confusion.

“But what do you know " she caught
him up—“against Mr. Bannon—against
my father, that is—that makes you 8o
ready to suspect both him and me?"

“Nothing," he confessed—"1 know
iothing: but I suspect everything and
evervbody, And the more | think of it,
the more clogaly 1 examine that brutsl
business of last night. the more I
seom to sense his will behind it all—
a8 one might glimpse a face in dark-
ness throungh a lighted lattise.”

His pause and questioning look
evokad no answer; the girl sat move-

of putting one omn

vou like,

lesg and [ntent, meeting his gaze with |

@ countenance inscrutable. And some-
thing in her {impassive attitude
worked a little exasperation into his
temper.

“Why," he declared hotly—"if I dare
trust to Intuition—forgive ma if I pain
you—"

She interrupted with impatience:
“I've already begged you not to con-
slder my feslings, Mr. Lanyard! If you
dared trust to your Intultlion—then
what?"

“Why, then 1 could believe that Mr.
Bannon. your father—I could believe it
was his order that killed poor Roddy!"”

There could be no doubting her hor-
rified and half-incredulous surprise.

“Roddy?" she iterated in a whisper
almost inaudible, with face fast blanch-
ing. "Roddy—"

“Inspector Roddy of Scotland Yard,"
he told her mercilessly, “was murdered
{n his sleep last night at Troyon's. The
murderar broke.into his room by way
of mine—the two adjoin. He used my
razor, wore my dressing-gown to pro-
tect his clothing, did everything he
eould think of to cast suspicion on me,
and when 1 came in assaulted me,
meaning to drug and leave me insen-
gible, to be found by the police, For-
tunately—1 was beforehand with him,
1 left him in my place—drugged, in-
sensible—when I stole away and met
you there in the corridor, You didn't
know 7

“How can you ask?'
moaned.

Bending forward, an elbow on the
table, she gripped her hands together
unt{l their Jmucklés shone white
through the skin—but not as white as
the white face from which her eyes
sought his with a look of domb horror,
dagzed, pitiful, imploring.

“You're not decelving me? But no—
why should you?" she faltered. “But
how terrible, how unspeakably awtull™

“I'm gorry,” Lanyard mumbled. Td
have held my tongue if 1 hada't

th t you knew—

m thought T knew—and didn’t 1ift
a finger to save the man?" m.m jumped
up, with n blaging face. “Oh, how
gould youl"

“No—not that—I never thought that,
you then and there, ‘;o
opportunely—I couldn’t Igmore the
and when you admitted

the girl

L]
n:h:wg;“ her hesd elowly, her in-
mam:uhuuhmm
“] ynderstand,” she sald; “you had
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| pome excuse, but you wore not right,
I ran away—yes—but not because of
| that. ' | never dreamed—"

| She fell silent, sitting with bowed
| kead and twisting her hands together
| in & way he found it painful to watch.

i “But please,” he implored, “don't

| take it so much to heart, Miss Ban-|

| non. If vou knew pothing, you couldn't
hinve prevenied IL."

| “No,” she said brokenly, "I could

iI didn't. It Isn't that—it's the horror
and pity of it. And that you could |
think—"

“But I didn't!" he protested—"truly
1 did not. And for what I did think,
for the injustice 1 did do you, beliave
me, I'm truly sorry.”

“Yon were quite satisfled.” she sald,
| “not only by the testimony of appear-
ances, but to A degree, in fact, You |
must know—now I must tell you—"

“Nothing you don't wish to!" he in-
terrupted quickly, "The fact that I
rractically kidaaped yon under pre-
tense of doing you a service, and sos-
pected you of belng a spy of that Pack,
gives me no title to your confidence.”

“Can 1 blame you for thinking what

vou did™ 8She went on slowly, with-
out looking up—gaze steadfast to her |
interiaced fingars: “Now, for my own |
sake, I want you to know what other- |
wise, perhaps, 1 shouldn't have teld
you—not vet, at all events. TI'm no
more Bannon's daughter than you're
|hls son., Our names sound allke—peo-
ple frequently make the same mistake,
My name {8 Shannon—Luecy Shannon.
Mr. Bannon called me Lucia because
he knew I didn't Hke It and wanted to |
tease me; for the same reason he al-|
ways Kept up the pretense that I was
his daughter when people misunder-
stood,”

“But—if that is so—then what—"

“Why—it's_very simple.” 8Still she
didan't look up. "I'm a trained nurse.
| Mr. Bannon 18 consumptive—so far
| gone, it's a wonder he didn't die years
ago—for months I've been haunted by
the thought that it's only the evil in
him keeps him alive. It wasn't long
after | took the asslgnment to nurse

“Don't Pity Me!"™ She Insisted.

him that I found out something about
him. He'd had a hemorrbage at his
desk, and while he lay in coma, and 1
waited for the doctor, 1 happened to
noties and In part read one of the pa-
pers he'd been working over when he
fell. And then, just as I began to ap-
preciate the sort of man I was em-
ployed by, he came to, and saw—and
knew,

“lI found him walching me with
those awful eyes of his, and though
ha was unable to speak, I realized that
my life wasn't safe if ever I breathed
o word of what I had read. I would
have left him then, but he was too cun-
ning for me, and when in time I found
a chance to escape—I was afrald, knew
I'd not live long If ever I left him. Ha
went about It deliberately to keep me
frightenad, and though he never men-
tioned the matter directly, let me know
plainly, In a hundred ways, what his
power was and what would happen If
1told what T knew. It's nearly 4 year
uu:-—uurly & year of endless terror
.n —H

Her voles fell; she was trembling
with the recrudescent suffering of that
yearlong servitude. And for a little
Lanyard felt too profoundly moved to
trust himself to speak; he stood
aghast, staring down at this woman, so
intrinslcally and gently feminine, so
strangely strong and courageous, and
vaguoly envisaging what angulsh must
have been hers in enforced association
with a creaturs of Bannon's ruthless
stamp, ho was rent with compasaion
and swore to himself he'd stand by her
and see her through and free and
happx if he died for it—or ended In
the Bante!
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CHAPTER XVL

Decision.

“Pobr chlld!™ he heard himeelf mur
muring—"poar child!"

“Don't pity me!™ she insisted, still
with face averted. “I don't deserve It
It 1 had the spirit of a mouss I'd have
defled him; It neesded only courage
enough to whisper one word to the
police—""

“But who is he, then?' Lanyard de-
manded, “What is he, I mean T

“1 hardly know how to tell you, And
1 hardly dare, I foel as if these walls
would betray me it 1 whispered aven.
But.to me he's the incarnstion of all
things evil"

She shook herself with a nervous
Inugh.

“But why be silly about it? 1 don't
really know what or who he is. 1 only
suspect and believe that he s o man
whose life is devoted to planning evil
and ordering its execution through his
leutenants, When the pnpers at home
speak of ‘The Man Higher Up' they
mean Archer Bannon, though they
don't know it—or else I'm merely a
hysterical woman exaggerating the Im-
pressions of a morbld imogination.
And that’s all T know of him that mat-
ters."

"But why, if you belleve this—how
did you at length find courage—"

“Becaugs T had no more courage to
sndure; becauge 1 was more afraid to
stay with him than to go—afraid lest
my own soul be the forfelt. And then,
last night, he ordered me to go to your
room and search it for evidence that
you were the Lone Wolf, 1t was the
first time he'd ever nsked anything of
the sort of me. 1| was afraid, end
obeved; but I was glad when you inter-
rupted me—glad, even though 1 had to
lie to you the way I dld. And all that
worked on me, after I'd gone back to
my room, until 1 felt T could stand it
no longer, and after a long time, when
the house seemed all still, 1T got up,
dressed quletly, and— That 18 how I
cam# to meet you—quite by aceident.”

“But you seemed so frightened at
first when you saw me—"

“I was,” she confessed simply; "1
thought you were Mr. Greges."

“Gregega ™

“Mr. Bannon's private secretary—
his right-hand man. He's about your
helght and hag a suit like the one you
wear, and in that poor light and at the
distunce I didn't notice you were clean-
shaven—Greggs wears a mustache—"

“Then it was Greggs murdered
Roddy and tried to drug ma! 1 shaved
off his mustache when I left him there
to wait for the police. George, T'd
Hke to know whether they got there
before Bannon or somebody slse dis-
covered the substitution. Tt was a
telegram to the prafecturs, you know,
1 sent from the Bourse last night!”

In his excitement Lanyard began to
pace the floor, and now that he was
no longer staring at her, the girl lfted
her head and watched him closely as
he moved to and fro, talking aloud—
more to himgelf than to her,

“I wish I knew! And what a lucky
thing you did meet me; for if you'd
gone on to the Gare du Nord and wait-
ad there—well, it [en't llkely Bannon
didn't discover your fiight before elght
o'clock this morning, is it?"

“Mr, Lanyard"—the girl bent toward
him across the table with a geature of
anger Interest—"have you any Iidea
why he—why Mr. Bannon hates you
801"

“As far as | know, I never heard of
him before,” Lanyard sald carelessly.
“I fancy it was nothing more than the
excitement of a man-hunt. Now that
they've found me out, De Morbihan
and his erew won't rest untll they've

got my scalp.”
“But why is that?"
“Professional jealousy. We're all

crooks, all in the same boat, only I
won't row to their stroke. I've always
playved & lone hand successfully; now
they insist on coming into the game
and sharing my winnings. And I've
told them where they could go."

“And because of that, they'd="

“There’s nothing they wouldn't do,
Mlss Shannon, to bring me to my
Knees or see me put well out of the
way, where my operations can't hurt
their pocketbooks. Well—all 1 ask is
a fighting chance, and they shall have
their way!”

Her brows contractsd. 1 don't un-
derstand. You want a fighting chance
—to surrender—to give in to their de-
mands?"

“In & way—yes, I want a fghting
chance to do what I'd never In the
world get them to belleve I mean to
do—<chuck it all up and leave them &
free fleld

And then, when still she searched
his face with puzzled eyes, he fnsist-
ed; “l mean it; I want to get away—
elear out—chuck the game for good
and all!”

A lttle sllonce greeted this ane
nouncement, Lanyard, at pause néar
the table, resting a hand on It bent
to tha girl's upturned face a grave but
candid regard. And the deeps of her
eyes that never swerved from his were
troubled strangely in his vislon. 7

He could by no means account for
the light he seemed o see therein—a
light that kindled while he watched,
like u tiny flame, foable, fearful, vacll
lant; then, as the moments passed,
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steadied and grew stronger, but ever
leaped and daneed, so that he, lost In
wonder of it and forgetful of himself,
thought of it as the ardent face of &
happy child dancing In the depths of
some brown asutumnal woodiand,

“You," she breathed incredulously—
“you mean you're golng to stop—"'

“1 have stopped, Miss Shannon. The
Lone Wolf has prowled for the last
time, I didn't know it till just now—
when I woke up an hour or so ago—
but I've turned my last job"

“But why?" she demanded in bewil-
derment. “But why do yon say that?
What can have happened to make
Tnn_il

“If it won't bore you, Il try to ex-
plain.” He drew up his chair and sat
down again, facing her mcross the lit-
terad tahle. “I don’t suppose you've
ever stopped to consider what an es-
sontially stupld animal a erook must
be. Most of them are stupld becauss
they practice clumsily one of the most
difficult professions imaginab)e, and in-
evitably fail at it. vet persist.

“There's another class, men whose
imaginations forewarn them of dan-
gers and whose mental training, tech-
nical equipment, and shesr manual
dexterity enable them to attack a
formidable proposition llke a modern
safe—hy way of illustration—and force
its secret. They're the successful
criminals, ke myszelf—but they're no
less stopld. no legs failures than the
other ninety-nine In our every hun-
dred, because they never stop to think.
It never occurs to them that the same
intelligence, applied to any one of the
trades they must be masters of, would
not only pay them better, but leave
them their self-respect and rid them
forever of the haunting dread of arrest
that dogs us all like the memory of
some shameful act. All of which is
much more of a lecture than 1 meant
to infliet upon you, Miss Shannon, and
sums up to just this: I've stopped to
think."

With this he stopped for breath as
well and momentarily was silent, his
faint, twisted smile testifying to self-
consclousness; but presently, seeing
that she didn’t offer to interrupt, but
continued to give him her attention
so exclusively that it had the effect
of fascination, he stumbled on, at first
leas confildently.

“SWhen 1 woke up just now it was as
if, without my will, I had been think-
ing all this out in my sleep, I eaw
myself for the first time clearly, as 1
have been ever since I can remember
—a crook; thoughtless, vain, rapacious,
ruthless, skulking in shadowa and
thinking mysell an amazingly fine fal-
low because, between coups, 1 would
play the gentleman a bit, venture into
the light, and swagger in the haunts of
the respectable. In my poor, perverted
brain 1 belleved there was something
fine and thrilling and romantic in the
career of a great criminal and myseilf
a wonderful flgure—an enemy of so-
clety—potentially as deadly as a rattle-
snnke, rlways ready to kill—if 1 never
didt!”

“Why do you say this to me?" she
demanded abruptly out of a phase of
profound thoughtfulness.

He lifted an apologetic shoulder and
laughed with a sheepish air,

““Because, 1 presume, I'm no longer
self-sufficlent. I was all of that twenty-
four hours ago, but now I'm as lone-
some as & lost child in a derk forest
1 haven't a frlend In the world. I'm
like a stray pup, groveling for sym-
pathy. And you—are unfortunate
enough to be the only person I can de-
clare mysell to. It's going to be a
fight—I know that too well—and with-
out something outside myself to strug-
gle towanrd I'll be heavily handicapped.
But {f"—he faltered, with a look of
wistful earnestness—"{t I thought that
you, perhaps, were a little interested,
that I had won your faith and had that
to respect and cherish—Iif [ dared hope
that you'd be glad to know I had won
out against odds—it would mean &
great deal to me; it might mean my
salvation!”

Watching her narrowly, hanging up-
on her decislon with the anxlety of a
man proscribed end hoping against
hope for pardon, he saw her eyes eloud
and shift from his, her lips parted but
hesitant, and before she could speak
he hastily interposed:

"Please don't say anything yet. First
let me demonstrate my sincerity. So
far I've done nothing to persuade you
but—talk and talk and talk! But give
me half a chance to prove 1 mean
what 1 say.”

“How"—she enunciated only with
visible effort and no longer met his ap-
peal with an open countenance—"how
can you do that?"

“In the long run, by establishing my-
self in some honest way of life, how-
ever modest; but now, and prineipally,
by making reparation for ot least one
crima I've committed that's not ir
roparable.”

He caught her quick glance of In-
quiry and met it with a confidept nod
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thing for Germany; already supreme
with her dirigibles, the acquisition of
the Huysman stabilizator promised her
ten yenrs' lead over the world In the
fleld of asroplanes,

“Now, yesterday, Ekstrom cama, to
the surface in London with those self-
same plans to sell to England. Chance
threw him my way, and he mistook
me for the man he'd expected to meet
—Downing street's secrot agent. Well
—no matter how—I got the plans from
him and brought them over with me,
meaning to turn them over to France,
to whom, by rights, they belong”

"Without consideration?" the girl in-
quired shrewdly. .

“Not exactly. I had meant to make
no profit of the affair—I'm a bit
gqueamish about tainted money—but
under present conditions, it France in-
gists on rewarding me with safe con.
duct out of the country, I sha'n't re-
fuse it. Do you approve?”’

She nodded earnestly, "It would be
worse than eriminal to return them to
Ekstrom,"

“That's my view of the matter.”

“But these? The girl rested her
hand upon the jewel case.

“Those go back to Mme, Omber, Bhe
has a home here in Paris that [ know
well, In fact, the sole reason why 1
didn't steal them hersa was that she
left for England unexpectedly, just na
1 was all set to strike, Now I purpose
to use my knowledge of her house to
restore the jewels without risk of fall-
ing into the hands of the pollce, That
will be an easy matter.,, And that
brings me to the one great favor I
would beg of you."

She gave him a look so unexpected-

Iy kind that it staggered him. But he
had himself well in hand.
,"You can't leave Paris now belore
mornipg—thanks to my having over-
slept,” he continued. “There's no hon-
est way I know to raise money before
morning opens the pawnshops, But
I'm hoping that won't be necessary;
I'm trusting I can arrange matters for
us without going to that extreme.
Meanwhile—you agree that these jew-
els must be returned?”

“Of course," she affirmed gently.

“Then—will you accompany mae
when 1 replace them? There won't be
the slightest danger. 1 promise you
that. Indeed, it would he more hazard-
ous for you to wait for me elsewhers
while T attended to the maliter alone.
And I'd like you to be convinced of my
sineerity.”

“Don’t you think you can trust me
for that as well?" she asked with a
flash of humor,

“Trust you!" .

“To believe. Mr. Lanyard,” she told
him earnestly, “I do believe!™

“You make me very happy,” he said
—"but 1'd like you to see for yourself.
And I'd be glad not to have to fret
about your safety in my absence, Asa
bureau of esplonage, Popinot's brigade
of Apaches are without & peer in Hu-
rope. I'm positively afraid to leave
you alone.'”

“That {8 your sole reason for ask-
ing this of me?" she Insisted, eying
him steadily.

He colored, and boggled his answer,
“l can't tell you,"” he admitted in the
end.

“Why can't you tall ma?"

He stared at her miserably, “I've no
right. In spite of all I've saldy in
spite of the faith you so generously
promise me, in your eyes I must still
figure as a thief, a liar, an impostor—
salf-confessed. Men aren't remade by
mere protestations, nor even by thelr
own efforts, in an hour, or & day, or &
weal., But give me a year. If I can
live a year In honeaty, and earn my
bread, and eo prove my strength—
then, perhaps, I might find the cour
age, the—the effrontery to tell you
why I want your good opinion. Now
I've sald far more than I meant or had
any right to. I hope,” he ventured
pleadingly, “you're not offended.”

Only an Instant longer couid she
maintain her direct and unfiinching
look. ‘Then his meaning would no
more be ignored. Her lashes fell, a
tide of crlmeon flooded her face, and
with a guick movement, pushing her
chalr a little from the table, she turned
away from him. But she sald noth-
Ing.

He remained as he had been, bend-
ing eagerly toward her.

And in the long minute that elapsed
before either spoke again, both became
oddly consclous of the sllence brood-
ing In that lonely little houss, of thelr
{solation from the world, of thelr coms

No Wonder It Was Different.
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the finest food in the world—
at all grocers. We will answer
your inguiry at once and in
addition send you with our
compliments a beantiful 36-
page book of recipes.

Write today to

SKINNER MFG. CO.
OMAHA, NEB, ,
The Largest Macaron! Factory In America

e

Leap-Year Hint,

"When we get better noquainted,”
gald ha, “I shall call you by your first
name."

“All right,” she rejoined. *“And I
hope our acquaintance will reach the
point where my friends can call me
by your last name

FAUI LAKATIE
FOR SICK CHILD

“California Syrup of Figs” can’t
harm tender stomach,
fiver and bowels.

Every mother realizes, after giving
her children “Californin Syrup of
Figs" that this is their ideal inxative,
because they love its pleasant taste
and it thoroughly cleanses the tender
little stomach, liver and bowels with-
out griping.

When cross, irritable, feverigh, or
breath i bad, stomach sour, loock at
the tongue, mother! If coated, give &
teaspoonful of this harmless “fruit
laxative,” and in a few hours ail the
foul, constipated waste, sour blle and
undigested food pesses out of the bow-
els, and vou have a well, playful child
again. When its lttle system is full
of cold, throat sore, has stomach-ache,
diarrhoea, indigestion, eollc—remem-
ber, a good "inside cleaning” should
always be the first treatment given.

Milliona of mothers keep “California
Syrup of Figs" handy; they know a
teaspoonful today saves a sick child
tomorrow. Ask at the store for a 50-
cent bottle of “California Syrup of
Figs,” which has directions for bables,
children of all ages and grown-ups
printed on the bottle. Adv.

“Tommies” May Cheer Up.

“Sunshine,” sald Ruskin, “is deli-
clous, rain is refreshing, wind braces
up, snow 1s exhilarating; there I§ real-
I¥ no such thing a8 bad weather—only
different kinds of good weather;” all
of which should prove interesting to
the soldlers now suffering from bad
attacks of trench foot from standing
knee deep in loy water.
IMITATION I8 SBINCEREST FLATTERY
but like counterfeit money the imita-
tion has not the worth of the original.
Insist on “La Creole” Hair Dresaing—
it's the original. Darkens your hair in
the natural way, but contains no dye.
Price $1.00.—Adv.

The camelia was carried from Japan
to France by a missionary named Ka-
mel. ;

8ix childréen in England claim the
prince of Wales an their godfather.
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